76 such time as we are fit for the slaughter house. We an-
nounce the discovery of this cure and that but make no
mention of the new diseases which we have created en
route. The medical cult operates very much like the War
Office—the triumphs which they broadcast are sops
thrown out to conceal death and disaster. The medicos,
like the military authorities, are helpless} they are wag-
ing a hopeless fight from the start. What man wants is
peace in order that he may live. Defeating our neighbor
doesn't give peace any more than curing cancer brings
health. Man doesn't begin to live through triumphing
over his enemy nor does he begin to acquire health
through endless cures. The joy of life comes through
peace, which is not static but dynamic. No man can really
say that he knows what joy is until he has experienced
peace. And without joy there is no life, even if you have
a dozen cars, six butlers, a castle, a private chapel and a
bomb-proof vault. Our diseases are our attachments, be •
they habits, ideologies, ideals, principles, possessions, pho-
bias, gods, cults, religions, what you please. Good wages
can "be a disease just as much as bad wages. Leisure can
be just as great a disease as work. Whatever we cling to,
even if it be hope or faith, can be the disease which carries
us off. Surrender is absolute: if you ding to'even the tini-
est crumb y?ou nourish- the germ which will devour you.
As for clinging to God, God long ago abandoned us in
ordesthat we might realize the joy of attaining godhood
through our own efforts. All this whimpering that is go-
ing on in the dark, this insistent, piteous plea for peace
which will grow bigger as the pain and the misery in-
crease, where is it to be found? Peace^ do people imagine
. that it is something to be cornered, like corn or wheat? Is
it something which can be pounced upon and devoured,
as with wolves fighting over a carcass? I hear people talk-
ing about peace and their faces are clouded with anger or

